leave 9im be twell his                     Deestructioo likes to

take a feller in the back."

"What?95 old Bayard said.

Old man Falls rose and dusted his knees carefully,

"Deestniction's like airy other coward," he roared,
"Hit won't strike a feller thars a-lookin' hit in the eye
lessen lie pushes hit too dost. Your paw inovred that.
Stood in the do5 of that sto' the day them two cyarpet-
baggers brung them niggers in to vote 'em thai day in
S7S. Stood ilisiT In his Prince Albert coat and Leaver
hat, vnth his arms folded, when everybody else liuci left,
and watched them two Missouri fellers herd I a' them
niggers up ths road to'ds the sto*; stood ri^itt in the
middle of the do' while them two cyarpetJja^crs begun
baciiii5 olf with their hands in their pockets until they
was ci'ar of the niggers, and cussed hisru And him
standin5 that jest like this," He crossed his amis OB
his breast^ Ills hands in sight, and for a moment old
Bayard saw, as through, a cloudy glass5 that arrogant
and familiar shape which the old man in shabby over-
alls Bad contrived in some way to Immolate and pre-
serve in the vacuum of liis own abnegated self.

"Then, when they was gone on back down the
Gunnel readied around inside the do9 and taken out
the ballot-box and sot hit between his feet.

" 'You niggers come liyer to vote, did you ?y he says,
SA1! right, come up hyer and vote?

"When they had broke and scattered lie let off that
*ere dang der'nger over their heads a couple of times;
then he loaded hit agin marched down the road to
MIz Winterb0ttoni% whar them two fellers boa5deel

** 'Madam,' he says^ liftin* Ms beaver, SI have a
matter of business to             with yo' lodgers* Permit